"Yes."

"That means you can't talk freely now?"

"Yes.   That's it."

"Very well. I understand. But I want you to know
Fm at the Savoy."

"I'll come and take you out to dinner," he said. "It will
be late. After eight-thirty."

"I'll wait," I promised.

When Philip arrived he brought me orchids. He gave
them to me with the formal courtesy which was one of the
things about him I always loved. He had a wonderful way
at times of making even quite a small thing seem like an
occasion. He kissed me and said how glad he was to see me.
Then, as I opened the florist's box and took out the flowers,
he stood by the mantel, looking not at me, but at the hearth,
apparently engrossed in his own thoughts.

"Where would you like to dine?" he asked presently.

"What about downstairs?"

"No, no.   The Ritz.   It's quieter there."

We had dinner. He asked me about New York, and how
the play had gone. I told him about Bert, and that we were
no longer engaged. He said he was sorry and hoped I wasn't
too unhappy about it. Then he asked about my plans for
next season. We were like two people who had just been
introduced. We were like strangers. There was something
on his mind which he did not know how to tell me. I could
see that.

When it got to be about eleven, Philip said abruptly:
"I've got to be pushing off, Dormouse. I have to meet
someone."

"Meeting someone?" I inquired.    "Where?"

"Yes.    At a theatre."
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